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LYON McFarland 

Died Nov. 19, 1914. 

He was just a boy, yet in that lies the 
pity of it. Death at all times is sad, yet a 
career that is unfinished, a purpose unful- 
filled, a life that is crushed before it blooms, 
carries with it yet ever a keener sorrow. We 
honor him for what he was, a clean, active, 
manly, purposeful boy with a high sense of 
duty, and an even higher sense of honor. 
Mild tempered, pleasant mannered, well bred, 
he had warm friends among us. What he 
might have achieved we know not. But what 
he did achieve was much, the high regard 
of all who knew him. 




E hope that the holidays 
approaching have much 
pleasure in store for all. 
If after that time each of 
us returns to his work 
with the knowledge of 
having made just one oth- 
er human being happier 
by the wayside, it will be with a fuller 
zest that he will enter into his school 
work again. 

Life is a big problem and if we can 
help another solve his more difficult 
one, life will have its fullest meaning. 
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THE MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 

Dedicated to M. B. A. Football Team of 1914 

BY MR. F. A. TURNER. 

Tune: “Believe Me If All Those Endearing Young Charms.” 

As shoulder to shoulder we step on the field, 

Heads high and our faces towards their goal, 

We know that before us their prowess must yield. 

And ours be the victor’s proud role. 

Oh, M. B. A., dear to her students and friends. 

We’ll ne’er give the victory o’er; 

We’ll go through their center, we’ll run round their ends. 
We’ll add and we’ll add to thy score. 

CHORUS 

Then plunge through their lines, boys, and circle for gains. 
Forward pass and a goal from the field; 

I Interference for tackle, and then for their pains . 

They see victory blaze on our shield. 

As quarter by quarter we fight for thy fame. 

We’ll rally our forces anew. 

And when it is over we’ve added a game, 

A trophy, M. B. A., for you. 

01\. bright is our spirit; oh, strong our resolve. 

That ever thy fame we’ll defend ; 

And the line of our foes shall fade and dissolve. 

And victory our efforts attend. 

As the leaves from the trees fall their lines melt away 
And backward they’re forced toward their goal. 

They’ve nothing the force of our onrush to stay. 

Thus our score ever higher we roll. 

There is joy in this strife to comrade and friend 
And each victory calleth for more; 

May the spirit engendered to others descend. 

From this good year One Nine and One Four. 


Dedicated to M. B. A. Football Team of 1914 

BY MRS. I. BALL. 

Tune : “It’s a Long Way to Tipperary.” 

It’s a long way to M. B. A. 

It’s a long way to go — 

‘ It’s a long way to M. B. A. — 

To the finest school we know. 

Farewell other Prep, schools — 

Good-bye for fair! 

It’s a long way to M. B. A. 

But we’ll all be there! 
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Love Beneath a Southern Moon 

“ ’ 08 .” 


H er eyes were as deep and dark 
as tropical pools, and darted 
here and there eagerly search- 
ing. Her raven black hair hung dis- 
arranged over her cream-colored neck 
and shoulders. A white duck dress, 
enriched at the waist by a sash of 
many colors, graced her perfect 
figure. Large, gold ear-rings hung, 
pendulum like, from each ear lobe. 
On the third finger of her left hand 
there was a gold ring. 

With a pout of her pretty young 
lips Gracia Armunda watched the 
vanishing sun for a moment, then be- 
gan to sing a soft Spanish love song. 
The words rolled from her lips as 
clear as the notes of a bell. A small, 
soft hand went to her chin, then fell 
idly to the veranda rail. 

Gracia was happy. She was to 
marry Don Ricardo Miguel on the 
morrow. The Don was rich and pow- 
erful. His word was law. In fact, 


there were no laws but his own. She 
had reasons to be happy. Why 
shouldn’t she be? She loved the Don 
— or thought she did, which amounted 
to the same thing — and her marriage 
to him would bring her happiness, 
riches and power. Yes, she was 
happy, she couldn’t help but be. 

Along the beach palm trees swayed 
joyfully in the grip of the trade-wind. 
Hibiscus bloomed profusely along the 
shell walk. Now and then the dull 
thud of cocoa nuts falling to the 
ground caused her to turn her head, 
bird-like, and listen. The Atlantic 
lay straight ahead, a sea of silver and 
gold in the bowl of approaching 
night. 

The lights of Bbcas began to ap- 
pear one by one. A large ball of red 
flared from the horizon, hesitated, 
then dipped like a swallow into the 
infinite space of the world, and night 
(»me on with a rush. From the hibis- 
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cus small fire flies began to play, and 
on becoming sure of night, left their 
bed of fragrance and ventured out 
into the night, with their little yel- 
low searchlights guiding them 
through the darker channels of the 
night. Bats darted to the right and 
left with quick, short plunges. 

Gracia sang on with a note of ten- 
derness creeping into her voice. A 
stranger passing along the beach and 
hearing her voice stopped and list- 
ened. Lifting up the sweet notes the 
night wind carried them on and on, 
and laid them softly in the stranger’s 
ear. The stranger shifted his feet on 
the beach, making marks with the toe 
of his shoe in the sand. A desire to 
see this night-eagle that sang so 
sweetly possessed him. Without a 
sound he approached the veranda. So 
close did he get to the girl that he 
could have reached out his hand and 
touched her. 

Gracia, unaware of his presence, 
continued to sing. Her eyes sweep- 
ing the white walk of shells that ran 
from the steps to the beach, then van- 
ished out into the far-reaching sea — 
roamed here then there and were 
never still. The night air was balmy 
and sweet-scented. The low, swing- 
ing moon, now visible, rose a ball of 
yellow and drenched the tropical 
world with light. 

Resting against the veranda rail 
the stranger quietly listened, with 
burning eyes. Finally, having ex- 
hausted herself with the fiow of 
music, she moved and sighed hap- 


pily. The stranger slid quietly to a 
place just below her. 

**Seno7'ita!” he said softly, a world 
of passion and love in that single 
word. ^'Senoy'ita, estais muy boneta. 
It is very pretty the words you sing.” 
Gracia sprang to her feet with alarm. 

**Carambar* she exclaimed. Her 
bosom rose and fell with quick, little 
gasps. A small olive-tinted hand stole 
quickly where a dagger was concealed 
in the folds of her sash. ‘'What do 
you want, Seno7'?” The voice was 
scarcely above a whisper. The 
stranger laughed softly. 

“You do not recognize me^ Seno- 

ritar 

“No!” 

“I arh the new manager of the com- 
pany — the new banana company.” 

“Oh! Se7i07* Lindsay Beckerage?” 

“Si, ScTiorita. You are ?” 

She did not answer him at once. 
Her anger was now passing slowly 
away, and the fear that she had at 
first experienced no longer possessed 
her. True, she w^as breaking the cus- 
tom of her Spanish race by linger- 
ing even for a moment alone with 
this man from out of the night. Yet 
was she not to be married manano — 
tomorrow? Why not seize an oppor- 
tunity for a last dizzy whirl of the 
life that had never been her privilege 
to share? Beckerage was indeed the 
new manager of the banana company, 
and through his efforts her father had 
disposed of land and the company’s 
money — good American gold — had 
made him rich. Yes, she would talk 
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to him. Let him nearly love her ! To- 
morrow she would be married — 
then — He looked so handsome and 
tall in the moonlight. She regarded 
him with searching eyes. The moon’s 
rays played full upon his dark hair. 
His chin was strong and firm. His 
eyes, she judged, were brown. He 
leaned so easily and gracefully 
against the veranda rail. This broad 
shouldered Americano breathed of 
great things, of ambitions accom- 
plished. She had always dearly loved 
things relative to American ideals. 

For the first time in her life a pang 
shot through her heart. What if this 
strong Americano should ask her to 
marry him? No. She was pledged 
to the Don. How foolish and child- 
ish her thoughts were! She knew 
she could love him. Why was it ever 
thus? Speaking softly Beckerage 
brought her reverie to an end. 

“Senorita, you are beautiful!” His 
hand slid along the rail and caught 
her warm fingers in a passionate 
grip. Like a wounded dove her soft, 
delicate fingers strove to gain free- 
dom, then rested quietly, secure in his 
strong, sun-tanned hand. 

The man sprang lightly to the ve- 
randa rail.” “Sweetheart!” he whis- 
pered hoarsely. His arms went 
around her. Like a primitive being 
of passion, with lips that burnt with 
inner fire, %he swayed dizzily in his 
.fierce eihbrace. Her body, held tight- 
ly in that fierce love embrace of his, 
melted in the lines of his own being. 
Her eyes closed, and for a fewi short 

. .kJT., ^ .11, -f, . . 


moments she gave back to him all 
the passionate fires of her lovely be- 
ing. 

Never had love like this been other- 
wise than a dream to her. She was 
young and full of life, and real paf5- 
sionate love had never been given to 
her soul. Reason for the moment had 
fled, and she loved as her passionate 
Spanish nature cried out to her. 

Beckerage sighed and broke the 
spell of bliss. “Ah, my darling!” he 
sighed happily. 

The spell broken, Gracia’s senses 
returned. Conscious now of what she 
had done, her eyes became living coals 
of fire ; a different passion seized her. 
She would kill this man who would 
make so base of her. Like a marble 
statue with flames for eyes she con- 
fronted him. 

“ISenor, tomorrow I am to marry 
Don Ricardo Miguel. You shall never 
live to tell what has happened to- 
night!” Her hand found the hilt of 
her dagger. She moved a little near- 
er. The dagger was drawn from the 
folds of her sash. 

“You are not Gracia Armunda?” 
asked the man quickly. 

“What if I am!” she exclaimed 
fiercely. 

“This,” his eyes held her motion- 
less; “the Don does not love you, 
Senorita!” The words were tense and 
vibrated with emotion. “He has be- 
trayed your confi^nce.” 

“Yoii lielj, I will^” Beckerage held 
up his hand! ,vi. 

-.I-''. 
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“Wait — do not be angry; for I 
speak the truth.” 

“How do you know!” Her quick 
Spanish blood furnished fuel to the 
hidden fires of jealousy. “You lie. 
You — you lie. How can you know?” 

“I love you, Gracia, and I would not 
speak were I not sure of what I say.” 

“Then tell me!” The fingers that 
held the dagger twitched nervously. 

“I do not lie.” Turning, he swept 
his long arms towards the yellow 
lights of Bocas. “Over there Don 
Miguel is now entertaining his filthy 
painted parasites. They are mocking 
him; filling his brain with primitive 
lust. He is an evil man and unfit that 
you should wipe your feet upon. On 
my way here I chanced to see him 
and his vampire companions drinking 
rum. Your name was mentioned in 
jest. Tossed abou): from the mouth 
of the man who you, in your inno- 
cence, profess to love. Played with 
in that vice hell with coarse laughter ! 
I did not know you then or I would 
have killed the Don!” The words 
were uttered fiercely. “Come. Let 
us go that you may see with your own 
eyes that I tell the truth.” 

“I will come, Senor." Without a 
moments’ hesitation she consented. 
The dagger slid back to the folds of 
her sash. Together they walked down 
the shell walk tO' the beach and on to- 
wards the yellow lights. 

Gracia was fiHed with p^sienate 
hate. Her Spanti^ td^od rushed to 
hear ears and san® songs> of sweet 
revenge. The man, walkias sdeotly 


by her side, had lived long in the 
tropics and knew the quick temper 
of the people. Yet the desire to pos- 
sess this lovely creature had made 
him rush rashly into something that 
might result in a horrible scene. His 
soul craved the girl by his side. The 
night wind whispered that she was 
his mate — that she was made for him 
by the primeval laws of the world. 
She must be his, even though worlds 
separated them, she would answer his 
call as he' had answered her call to- 
night. Reaching the outskirts of Bo- 
cas Beckerage stopped. 

“Senorita,” he said softly, “will you 
give me your dagger that you may 
not harm the Don?” 

“No! No! I will sink it deep into 
his cruel heart!” 

. .“You must not! You must promise 
that you will not — even though he de- 
serves to die a thousand deaths for 
what he has done.” 

“I promise nothing.” She dashed 
down the narrow street, her black 
hair streaming out behind her. 

On each side of the Avenido de Bo- 
cas saloon lights glared out an invita- 
tion. Every tienda, or store, sup- 
ported a saloon in the front or in the . 
rear. Any place that one might go 
wines and liquors could be had for the 
asking. 

In these places the scum of the 
woHd glared with bilious eyes at all 
who chanced to enter. Not knowing 
m which, of the many places the Doe 
might be, Gracia stopped and waited 





THE MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


it-y 

9 ^ 


for Beckerage, who came to her side 
a moment later. 

The latticed doors of a saloon to 
their right was opened, and a “Spig- 
goty,” reeking with the odor of rum, 
staggered out. Through the swinging 
doors Don Miguel could be seen in 
deep conversation with three women. 

Small tables lined the walls of the 
room. All that could be seen through 
the door were empty except the one 
occupied by the Don and his three 
companions. The red bar shone wet 
and filthy. Flies swarmed around the 
sour, rough floor. From the ceiling 
an oil lamp swayed too and fro. Loose 
paper, fly specked and amber-colored 
with age, hung from the board walls. 
Behind the bar, mixing an oily cock- 
tail, a Spaniard with yellow eyes and 
a cruel mouth was busily engaged. At 
a table, near the door of an adjoining 
room, the Don, with snapping black 
eyes and oiled hair, caressed the hand 
of his companion to his right. 

“Come! This is sufficient.” Beck- 
erage cook her arm. “There is no use 
for further proof, Gracia. Let us re- 
turn.” She did not seem to hear. Her 
face was pale, her breath came in 
short, little gasps, like sobs. 

With her eyes blazzing with pas- 
sionate hatred she sprang through 
the door. Her dagger, held high, 
gleamed like spun silver, Beckerage 
attempted to stop her, stumbled 
against a protruding board and fell 
heavily to the ground. 

“Quick, hombre, the drink!” com- 
manded the Don. The barkeeper. 


glancing up at the sound of the Don’s 
voice, saw the girl spring through the 
door, the dagger in her hand and her 
face livid with passion. A Spanish 
oath came from his lips as he cleared 
the bar in one tigerish leap. He 
seized the girl by the wrist, forcing 
the blade from her fingers, and it fell 
ringing to the hard floor. 

A laugh was broken as it started. 
The sickening hum of flies around the 
room was the only break in the 
silence that seemed ages, but only 
lasted for the fraction of a second. 
The Don started to his feet, but fell 
back to his chair, and glared drunk- 
enly at Gracia. The three women 
rose with drawn, painted faces and 
slunk like rodents to the wall, their 
gaudy colored kimonas spotting the 
amber paper with a riot of blushing 
strains. 

“Le bueno madre de Dios!” 
breathed Gracia. “The good mother 
of God, forgive me!” The words, 
even in that wine filled silence, were 
sacred. Her eyes were aflame with 
primitive passion as she surveyed the 
sneering face of the Don before her. 
Breaking loose from the barkeeper’s 
fierce grip, she stooped and gathered 
the dagger from the floor. She rose, 
and with a great sob, sprang at the 
Don, the dagger flashing above her 
head. 

Breckerage springing through the 
door, gave one swift look around the 
room and leaped through the air. His 
body stretching parallel with the floor 
shone ghostly white. The Don’s eyes 
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were green, then turned to yellow 
balls streaked with red. His parched, 
whisky lips were ashen. The dagger 
had started on its course downward. 
Too late Gracia realized that the blade 
would not reach its intended victim. 
Ever so slightly she managed to alter 
its course. 

A sound of ripping cloth; a stifled 
groan, and the blade flashed crimson 
from Beckerage’s shoulder as he 
plunged with a crash against the 
table, scattering chairs to the right 
and left. The table, spinning for a 
moment, fell with a sickening thud at 
the feet of the cringing vampires. 
From Beckerage’s shoulder the blade 
sped on — the blow had been delivered 
with passionate strength — straight to 
the Don’s throat. Then, ever so 
slightly, the point of the blade pene- 
trated the skin — and fell ringing to 
the floor. 

“Dios mio!” (My God) breathed a 
voice from the wall. 

Don Miguel ceased to breathe. His 
face was purple and the eyes that 
roamed the room were filled with 
fear. Beckerage lay in a tangled mass 
of broken chairs on the floor. A 
crimson spot on his right shoulder 
grew larger. Gracia, with passion- 
ate eyes that burnt the Don’s soul like 
acid, condemned him. Her breast 
rose and fell with emotion. 

The parasites, glued against the 
wall, gazed with protruding eyes at 


the man huddled upon the floor. The 
barkeeper’s face was frozen with fear 
and his yellow eyes glowed like river 
mud. 

Beckerage groaned and moved on 
the floor. The Don, with a terrified 
glance at Gracia, found his voice. 

“Christos!" he breathed, and fled 
out into the night. With smoulder- 
ing eyes Gracia glanced down at the 
man writhing at her feet. The wom- 
en, seeing their chance to escape, 
melted through the back door and fled 
with fear-filled souls. 

A new light, yet as old as the world, 
shone in Gracia’s eyes — the light of 
love. All traditions and customs were 
as nothing compared to this new pas- 
sion. She stooped and gathered his 
head in her lap. The barkeeper 
brought her water and she dressed 
the wound with delicate fingers. A 
soft prayer issued from her lips. 
Smoothing the rumpled hair away 
from his forehead, she lifted his face 
and covered it with passionate kisses. 

Who could remain unconscious with 
fresh, young lips melting against 
one’s own in passionate kisses? Even 
the dead should rise from their graves 
for such ! Naturally, as the story 
ends, it is essential that Beckerage 
open his eyes. Opening his eyes he 
murmured softly: 

“Muy Carina mio!” (My very dear- 
est.) 
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It’s All in the Game 



I T was quite dark outside. She 
had just lighted the little oil 
lamp and was making her 
rounds locking windows and barring 
doors. A tap at the front door at- 
tracted her attention. She stopped 
short and listened. Again it came, 
but weaker than before. Who could 
it be? She hesitated, then courage 
overcame fear, and she picked up the 
lamp and walked to the door. The 
heavy bar fell and the door opened. 
In front of her in the little hall fell 
a man with a crashing thud. In her 
fear she would have called for help, 
but just then the light of the little oil 
lamp fell on the man and she recog- 
nized the uniform of the hated foe. 
She would have turned him out and 
he been conscious, but a heavy rain 
was falling and she had time to 
notice the face was drawn with fa- 
tigue and covered with blood running 
from a fresh gash on his head. She 
stood there looking intently at him. 
In a few minutes he raised himself 
on his hands and tried to rise, but 
weakness proved the master and he 
sank to the floor again. 

‘‘Water, food,'' he said, faintly. 

She remained in the same spot, 
resolutely shaking her head. 

“It — it's — a — life — at — stake," he 
stammered. 

Then pity came to his rescue and 
she helped him to a chair and brought 
him something warm to eat and gave 
him glass' after glass of water which 


he drank like a famished animal. 
After he had flnished she helped him 
to a bed and soon his heavy snoring 
told her that he slept. 

In the morning he awoke late. The 
clouds of the night before had dis- 
appeared and the rays of the sun filled 
the room. He noticed his head was 
bound and his face clear from blood. 
He heard footsteps and she stood be- 
fore him. 

“Thanks, thanks for all," he said; 
“even the face washing." 

She laughed and grasped his hand, 
mother-like. Her eyes fell on his uni- 
form and the hatred of the foe came 
to her. She released his hand. 

“Tell me how it all happened and 
then you may go." 

He walked into the little hall and 
sat down in a chair. She sat down 
across from him. With his eyes on 
the floor he began : 

“It was yesterday morning when 
our army routed the enemy. I was 
left behind to guard provisions and 
was doing duty as guard on a little 
knoll overlooking the battlefield when 
I heard a rustle in the bushes and a 
man crawled out of them and ran 
swiftly behind a tree. The simple 
fact that he ran told me that he was 
of the enemy. I, too, then ran as 
quickly as I could behind the nearest 
tree. We both peeped at each other 
from behind the tree. He aimed a 
long revolver at me and began firing. 
I returned the fire. All of a sudden 




12 


THE MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 


I saw his revolver fall to the ground. 
He stepped from behind the tree. I 
did the same and aimed at him. Then 
I pulled the trigger, but the revolver 
failed to fire. I was in the same pre- 
dicament as he. We both were out of 
ammunition. Then he drew his sword 
and came towards we. In a fiash I 
pulled my blade and we fought. From 
the instant we began I knew he was 
the better swordsman at straight 
fencing. The gash on my head after a 
few minutes of fighting strengthened 
my belief. My only hope pf overcom- 
ing my foe was feigning. I pretended 
that the loss of blood from my wound 
was weakening me. I drew off as if 
I were going to fall. This threw him 
off his guard and I made a quick 
thrust at him, a thrust that went 
true. He staggered and fell. I rushed 
to him, intending to end it all, but he 
raised his hand to me and beckoned 
me to stop. Then his lips opened and, 
grasping my hand, he said ; “Broth- 
er, let us separate as friends. What 
you have done to me is all in the 
game.” He squeezed my hand and I 
squeezed his, though we were ene- 
mies but a few minutes before. He 
smiled faintly at me and died. I 
looked down and on his hand I saw 
a ring. It had sabres, swords, guns 
and cannons carved on it. The odd- 
est ring I have ever seen and- — ” 

The narrator lifted his eyes and 
saw that she who had listened to him 
swayed as if about to faint. 

“Why — why, what’s the matter? 
Are you ill?” 


Then she looked him straight in 
the face and bravely said, “It was my 
husband you killed.” 

Then she walked away and he 
heard the door close behind her. He 
walked over to a table and tearing 
the fly leaf out of a book scribbled 
the following lines : 

“I am very, very sorry, but it was 
all in the game. If you need my help 
you will find me hereabouts fighting 
for my flag. L. S. 


KEEP FIGHTIN’. 

Don’t sit down and be blue, fellows, 
When things go all darn wrong. 
But just pick up your arms, fellows. 
And begin fightin’ strong. 

Burst into the world, fellows. 

And think your’re good as the rest. 
Blot the bloomin’ failures out, fel- 
lows 

And the world’ll seem all blest. 

And take this tip from me, fellows. 
When you’re in the thick of the 
fight. 

Keep smilin’, smilin’, smilin’, fellows. 
And things will work out right. 

So don’t sit down and be blue, fel- 
lows, 

When everyone seems your foe. 
But pick up and begin fightin’, fel- 
lows, 

And you’ll see your success grow. 

—L s. 


THE MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 13 

Santa Claus is Coming 


V 

Guess who's coming to our house? 
Everybody’s busy, c 

Getting ready for Santa Claus, and 
a visit from Aunt Lizzie, 

Mother’s making mince pies, cakes, 
and custards and stuff. 

When Xmas comes to our house, you 
bet I eat enough. 

Santa’s coming to our house, I’m 
looking for a gun, 

Mary Ann, she wants a sled, and baby 
Joe a drum. 

Mother wants some dishes, all blue, 
and red and gold; 

And Daddy — oh ! shucks — Daddy ? 
Why, Daddy is too old. 


So he says for Santa Clause to bring 
him any toys. 

All he wants is. Mother, Mary Ann 
and we two boys.’ 

Santa’s coming to our house — one 
thing makes me sad, 

Away across the ocean — where the 
war is raging bad. 

There won’t be any Santa Claus — 
there won’t be any Dad, 

To answer the kiddie’s voice — calling 
from the hall — 

“Christmas gift, dear Daddy — Dad- 
dy” — that’s all. 

r . — Sidney Lanier Boddie. 
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Santa Claus . 


® 0 I believe in Santa Clause? 
Absolutely. So far I have 
had no cause to doubt and I 
think I can safely say, if I live “three 
score and ten,” I shall still believe in 
this Patron Saint. 

My first vivid recollection of events 
dates Dec. 24, impressed on my mind 
by the expected visit from Santa 
Claus and what he would bring. 
Long before night there were four 
lanky stockings of different sizes 
hanging in front of the big open fire-j 
place. Mine was last in line and, 
young as I was, I doubted its capaci- 
ty to hold as much as the others. 
Santa however managed to make an 
think. Christmas morning we chil- 
expect. Christmas morning we chil- 
dren could hardly wait until the fire 
was made. There in gallant array 
hung the once lanky stockings, now 
bursting full of good things to eat. 
On top of each lay the gaily painted 
proverbial tin horn. To be sure, there 
were fire crackers, harps, drums. Oh 
the joy of it. Oh! the noise of it. 

I give my first remembrance of 
Santa Clause because it is similar to 


the experience of most small boys. 
There are some well-meaning, good 
people, usually women, who have no 
children of their own, who look upon 
“Santa Clausism,” as they chose to 
term it, in the same light they do on 
Socialism or any ism, calculated to in- 
spire falsehood or religious error. 
For centuries in different climes, un- 
der different names, this Patron 
Saint has reigned king of childhood’s 
happy throne, and he will continue to 
reign until the noise from tin horns 
is drowned in Gabriel’s trumpet. 
Don’t believe in Santa Claus, eh? 
Well, Christmas morning suppose you 
visit the homes of the sick and needy, 
and see what the Good Saint has 
done. Look into the charitable insti- 
tutions, especially The Orphan’s 
Home. 

Go where you may on Christmas 
day and you will see the results of ef- 
fort to make others happy. You will 
feel the beautiful spirit of giving. 
This is Santa Claus. 

— Sidney Lanier Boddie. 




M. B. A., 0; H. H. S., 31. 

On Tuesday, October 12, at 4:30 
P. M., M. B. A., lost a hard game 
to Hopkinsville High School. The 
High School boys out-weighed M. B. 
A. and we were simply outclassed. 

However the team never gave up 
as many other teams would have done 
and H. H. S. had to work hard for 
those 31 points. The M. B. A. regu- 
lar coach was not along on this trip. 

Most of the gains were through 
our line where subs were played. High 
School did not make any great gains, 
but slowly walked across our goal. 
They made few forward passes and 
M. B. A. lost much ground through 
penalties. The umpire and referee 
were both of Hoptown High School. 
The time of quarters were 12:12 and 
10 : 10 . 


M. B. A., 7; C. H. S., 0. 

M. B. A. was victorious over 
Clarksville High School on the lat- 
ter’s grounds, Saturday October 24. 
Although out-played, C. H. S. was 
confident throughtout the game. But 
the final score tallied 7 to 0 in M. B. 
A.’s favor. 

Both teams played an excellent 
game. Although our goal was threat- 
ened only once, when C. H. S.’s quar- 
terback ran nearly the whole distance 
of the field,>^ High School was un- 
able to run away from “Rabbit” 
Eakin. The ball went over to M. B. 
A. after four attempts by C. H. S. to 
make thir gains. For M. B. A., Avent 
Ezell, Deaderick and Leffler starred. 
Wilson also played a great game un- 
til injured. Avent had to his 
credit the greatest gain of the day, 



Foot Ball Team, 1914 



standing : Eakin, Pippin, Allen, Braley, Rooney (Mgr.), Deaderick. 
Kneeling : Treanor, Pendleton, Miller, Ezell, (Capt.),Leffler, Avent, 
Hirsig. 

Sitting : Bransforo, Phelps, Frank, Wilson. 
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which made the only touchdown of 
the game easy. Then Ezell on a long 
end run, after swinging loose from 
two C. H. S. men, rushed over the 
line for a touchdown and followed it 
up by kicking goal. Deadrick and Lef- 
fler both fought hard on the offense 
and defense, both tackled deadly and 
Leffler threw C. H. S. many times for 
great losses, while Deaderick broke 
all interference easily. 

AUTOMOBILE PARADE. 

Through the efforts of George Lef- 
fier we succeeded in getting up an au- 
tomobile parade, which was very suc- 
cessful. It was largely the cause of 
the big crowd which was present at 
the M. B. A.-Duncan game October 
30. This parade consisted of about 
ten beautifully decorated automobiles 
which carried the M. B. A. team and 
students through the down town dis- 
tricts and out Broadway to the M. B. 
A. athletic field. It left the school 
immediately after dismissal. The 
procession was led by George Lef- 
fler, the originator, and was carefully 
conducted through the city by him. 
This was the first of its kind in the 
city prep, school football schemes and 
was a great success. It led many 
visitors to our school. 

M. B. A., 25 ; DUNCAN, 0. 

On the Academy field Friday, Oc- 
tober 30, M. B. A. defeated Duncan 
before the largest crowd that ever 
witnessed a prep, school football 
game in Nashville. Among this crowd 
were students from Miss Allison’s 


Girl’s School and Miss Brown’s Girl 
Prep School. These two schools were 
given a special invitation to come to 
the game and with these beautiful 
girls cheering for the Red and White 
the M. B. A. team ran away with 
Duncan. 

In the first quarter, two minutes 
after the whistle blew for the game 
to start, a touchdown was scored by 
M. B. A. and from then on we scored 
at will in that period. The two teams 
were evenly matched after the first 
quarter. 

Roach starred for Duncan, he be- 
ing the only man on that team that 
was able to gain any distance, but in 
his final attempt on our 10-yard line 
he was only thrown back for a loss. 
For M. B. A. the whole team 
played good football. Avent, Eakin 
and Ezell all played a great game as 
usual. Also the playing of Allen and 
Leffler was of the highest order. 

PREP. SCHOOL FOOTBALL BANQUET. 

Friday night, October 30, the an- 
nual football banquet of the city prep, 
schools was held at the Y. M. C. A. 
M. B. A. was well represented at this 
affair and every M. B. A. boy wore a 
smile on his face, for just before the 
banquet we had defeated Duncan by 
the score of 25 to 0. The captains of 
the different teams sat at the table 
with the toastmaster, Mr. Ray Mor- 
rison, and the speakers of the eve- 
ning, while each school sat at a sepa- 
rate table. 
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M. B. A., 6 ; VANDERBILT SOPS., 6. 

On Wednesday, November 4, on the 
Academy field M. B. A. outplayed the 
Vanderbilt Sophomores although we 
were held to a tie. Avent skirted the 
ends like a blue streak, while Allen 
played brilliantly and showed himself 
to be the strongest player on the field 
in this game. 

The Sops, put in substitutes several 
times, while M. B. A. did not change 
a man. 

There were present at this game 
some Wallace scouts, who were busy 
looking at our plays; that is to say 
that these scouts’ idea was to try to 
prevent the final count of the M. B. 
A.-Wallace game on Friday, Novem- 
ber 6, from reaching as high a mark 
as it did on Duncan. 

M. B. A., 33 ; WALLACE, 0. 

On the M. B. A. field, November 6, 
M. B. A. defeated Wallace University 
School by making five touchdowns 
and kicking three goals after touch- 
downs, before one of the largest 
crowds ever gathered at a prep, 
school football game in the city. As 
usual the girls’ prep, schools of Nash- 
ville turned out and saw the game. 

Our team was well prepared for the 
struggle. Coach Hager had his White 
and Red eleven whipped into excel- 
lent condition, making victory easy. 
Much credit is due him for the vic- 
tories gained by the team. 

In this game the whole M. B. A. 
team played well. Ezell, Hirsig, 
Avent and Eakin all played a brill- 
iant game. Ezell made gains, as 


usual at every attempt, while Hirsig 
playing at center, performed wonder- 
fully, as he made three-fourths of the 
tackles for our team. Some day he 
will be well known at his position at 
center. He weighs 168 pounds. 

“FEDERALS.” 

Captain Ben Bransford, of the M. 
B. A. “Feds.,” has a spotless record 
for his team to go into history. The 
Feds have played six games up to 
date, not only have they won every 
game, but have not been scored on so 
far this year. 

The Feds have a field of their own, 
just across the road from the main 
athletic field. It is called the Fedfield 
of M. B. A. 

CITY PREP. CHAMPIONSHIP GAME. 

On Friday, November 13, we were 
called upon to defend our reputation 
against the heavy Bowen team which, 
we answered bravely, although the 
chances were against us. We were 
out-weighed somewhat — only twenty 
pounds to the player. Even at 
that Bowen, after substituting about 
five men and strengthening their 
team in like manner throughout the 
game, only made three touchdowns. 

We attempted forward passes 
fifteen times during the game and 
twelve being successful. While Bow- 
en was absolutely helpless otherwise 
than rush their big 178 pound full- 
back across our line, which held him 
safe until weight gained supremacy 
over skill. And then he only put the 
ball over for two touchdowns. Bow- 
en’s first touchdown was made in the 
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second quarter of play, when Jones 
intercepted one of our three failures 
at forward passes. 

On the offensive we played Bowen 
off their feet. Our line showed its 
superiority over Bowen’s here. Ezell, 
our long punting fullback, lived up 
to his reputation by showing himself 
a greater man at punting than Bow- 
en’s star 202-pound hooter, Graham. 
Punting was closely watched during 
the game, as Ezell and Graham, are 
the two best punters in prep, circles. 
Bowen only kicked one goal after 
touchdowns. 


The line-up : 


M. B. A. 

Position. 

Bowen 

Wilson ... 

L. E 

Lizenby 

Deaderick L. T 

Graham 

Pippin ... 

L. G 

.. Fuqua 

Hirsig ... 

C 

.... Steele 

Braly ...... 

R. G ;...... 

Farmer 

Rooney .. 

R. T 

Gibson 

Leffler .... 

R. E 

. Hagen 

Avent 

Q 

Overton 

Eakin 

L. H 

Kelly 

Allen 

R. H 

.. Greene 

Ezell 

F 

..... Jones 

Referee,Bradley Walker, 

(Vir- 

ginia). 

Umpire, Stein Stone (Van- 

derbilt) . 

Head Linesman, 

Beckle- 


heimer (Vanderbilt). Time of periods 
were 12:12 and 12:12." 


M. B. A., 21 ; OGDEN COLLEGE, 8. 

At Bowling Green, Ky., Nov. 21, 
M. B. A. met the Ogden Col- 
lege team before a large crowd. 
Owing to a muddy field the game was 
slow throughout. For M. B . A. 
Avent, Leffler, “Babe” Allen, Wilson, 
and “Hap” Ezell starred. For Ogden 
College, Crump played best. 


Now that football season is over our 
attention centers on our prospects for 
a winning basketball team. In look- 
ing over our old men we find that 
Rooney, Ezell and Avent are the only 
ones left to start this year’s team, 
riowever there is no need for dis- 
couragement, because there is splen- 
did material among the new boys to 
draw from. As you well know a few 
victories in the beginning of the sea- 
son is A good deal of encouragement; 
So everybody who has any intentions 
of trying for the team come out early 
so a good team can be picked from 
the start. 

Great credit is due Mr. Hager for 
the football team he put out this sea- 
son. When he took the reins things 
were looking rather blue for us but 
with perseverance and first class 
coaching, he gave M. B. A. one of the 
best teams she could ever boast of. 
We hope Mr. Hager will be with us 
next year. 



Leroy stein . , 

L. R. CURREY . , 

S. L. BODDIE . . 

CHAS. CARROLL 
BEN BRANSFORD . 
JAMES HIRSIG . . 

HARRY EZELL . . 

BUFORD WILSON . 
PHILIP HARRISON 
EDWIN PRANK . . 
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No more does the sound of the ref- 
eree’s whistle or the rahs of the root- 
ers come to our ears, for the football 
season of 1914 has ended. Though 
our team was finally beaten for the 
city championship, we are proud of 
you, boys, who played on this year’s 
eleven. Those who have seen you 
play most surely have realized that 
you had a machine of remarkable 
speed and gameness. Don’t be blue, 
fellows. You did your best and we 
could ask no more of you. The game 
that took the city championship away 
from you was a game of odds against 
you. You were miserably out- 
weighed. But you played the game. 
You climbed the hill well but just as 
you were nearing its summit the 
mighty hand of your antagonists 
reached out and held you below the 


top. But for all that you made a 
great effort and in appreciation of 
your perseverance and bulldog grip we 
will try in our humble manner to re- 
pay your efforts by dedicating the 
December issue of the Bulletin to you, 
our team of 1914, not victorious as 
victories are counted, but a bunch of 
players we are proud to claim. 


Fellows, there are still vacant 
chairs in both Senior and Junior Lit- 
erary Societies. Hand in your name 
and fill one of these vacancies. 


SCHOOL SPIRIT. 

In the last issue of the Bulletin a 
word or two was written about school 
spirit. However too much urging of 
school spirit cannot be given. If the 
students of the Academy will glance 
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through the advertising section of the 
last issue of the Bulletin they will 
readily see that there is plenty space 
for more advertisements. Fellows, 
there was considerable school spirit 
shown before the Duncan game by 
singing songs, etc., and that is a good 
kind of school spirit, but at that time 
every one had their fighting blood 
aroused and had some attraction be- 
fore them to interest them and thus 
school spirit was aroused. But fel- 
lows, the true school spirit is the 
spirit to strive after something that 
is an apparently dead issue like 
getting advertisements. Hit the 
boulders and go over them, or in other 
words take this task of getting ad- 
vertisements on your shoulders and 
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succeed with it. Remember it is 
when we force ourselves to take in- 
terest is some apparently dead issue 
that we show true school spirit, the 
kind of spirit every pupil of Mont- 
gomery Bell Academy should show. 


Our first quarterly examinations 
are a thing of the past. To some of 
us they have brought gladness, to 
others sorrow. Have we done our 
best towards meeting our first ex- 
aminations? If we have, we have 
nothing to blame ourselves for. If 
we have not we should start anew, 
with the determination to make the 
following examinations a brilliant 
success. 


Long Di^ance Telephone Main 1688 Long Di^ance Telephone Main 1686 

Thomas W. W renne & Company 

BANKERS, WRENNE BANK BEILDING 

Best Paying and Safest Savings Bank Investment, Long Time Low Rate Build- 
ing Loans, Real Estate, Wilb, Administrator of Estates, Ocean Steamships. 

HELP US GROW 

onnoo HATS FOR 
Dnlluu YOUNG MEN 
26 ARCADE 


W e Wish Our Subscribers and 
Advertisers Pleasant Holidays 



LOCALS 


We regret very much that the 
Nashville Tennessean and American 
should have published an account to 
the effect that the death of Lyon Mc- 
Farland was caused by injuries re- 
ceived in football practice at the 
Academy. Lyon McFarland told at- 
tending physicians that he had never 
received football injuries at the 
Academy. His father, Mr. McFar- 
land, is quite sure of the fact that his 
son’s death was not caused from 
football injuries but that his son died 
of appendicitis. Furthermore, the 
attending physicians are absolutely 
and positively sure that our fellow 
student’s death was in no way caused 
from football injuries. We hope that 

the above will straighten matters out. 
^ ^ 

Owing to our exams, both the Sen- 
ior and the Junior Societies were un- 
able to hold their regular meetings. 
Now that our exams are over, the 
literary societies should once more 
become busy and each meeting should 
show vast improvement over the pre- 
yious 9ne both in attendance and the 
quality of programmes. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Does the amount of jokes in this 
department suit you? It seems that 
“no’’ is the only proper answer. Well, 
what are we going to do about it? 
Surely you realize that it is impos- 
sible for the local editor to fully sup- 
ply this department. He can’t be in 
every class that is held during the 


day and thereby loses many of the 
witty sayings that pass from the 
mouths of some of our comedians. If 
every boy in the school will hand in 
one good joke every month we can 
enlarge this department to nearly a 
hundred jokes each issue. Get busy 
everybody and help the joking grow. 

4 : * ^ 

THE LADY IN THE CARS. 

A story I’ll relate to you. 

Took place one summer day. 

As in the railroad cars by chance, 

I started on my way. 

Just as I took my seat 

Among the daughters, sons and 
ma’s. 

The door was opened to admit 
A lady in the cars. 

CHORUS. 

She looked so sweet 
She dressed so neat. 

Her eyes 

They shone like stars, 

This lovely girl 

# 

I chanced to meet 
While riding in the cars. 

Her face was pretty, yet her form 
Was bent as though in pain. 

But when she settled in her seat 
It straightened out again. 

She sat beside me to the left; 

A smile was on her face ; 

The whistle blew and all aboard 
We started from the place. 
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Now I was dressed all in my best, 
With clothes so neat and fine, 

But on my face wore a mustache, 
Alas! that was not mine. 

We neared a tunnel. 

Brave I sat as any son of Mars, 
And when the darkness came 
I kissed the lady in the cars. 

When from that tunnel we emerged 
Right into broad daylight. 

Oh, dear!! Will ever I forget 
The scene that met my sight ! 

The car was filled and passengers 
Gave vent to loud ha-ha's. 

For my mustache was sticking fast 
To the lady in the cars. 

Now, gents, I pray a warning take 
Or else like me you’ll rue it, 

Don’t wear a mustache on your face 
Unless kind Nature grew it. 

For ne’er can I forget the time, 

’Mid daughters, sons and ma’s 
The day I lost my false mustache 
On the lady in the cars. 


Mr. Ball (in Latin) : ‘‘How many 
genders in third declension, Demp- 
sey?” 

Dempsey: “Feminine, neuter, and 
nominative.” 

Mr. Ball: “Any more?” 

Dempsey: “Yes, sir.” 

* ♦ t|c 

Ruth : “The doctor said I must keep 
my mouth closed when out in the 
damp air.” 

Hirsig: “Did he? Let’s go walk- 
ing.” 


Mr. Ball : “Locate Iceland and 
Greenland.” 

Bright Student (well posted) : 
“They are up there some where; I 
saw them in moving pictures.” 

* ♦ * 

Simons Allen : “I believe I will get 
a green sweater.” 

Bransford: “Why don’t you get a 
white one and fade on it?” 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Jim Avent: “Gee! I had an awful 
fright last night.” 

Hap Ezell: “Yes, I saw you with 
her.” * ♦ ♦ 

Keegan was arrested and as he 
faced the judge next morning in his 
usual way of “Good morning Judge,” 
was asked. 

“Have you any one in court that 
will vouch for your good character?” 

“Sure, yer honor, there is the 
Sheriff there.” 

Whereupon the Sheriff showed 
signs of great amazement. “Why, 
your honor, I do not even know the 
man.” 

“Observe, your honor,” said Mike, 
“I have lived in Nashville for twelve 
long years ; ain’t that a character for 
you.” * ♦ * 

Mr. Ball: “Kerr, what is the ac- 
cusative case of Castra?” 

Kerr : “Castoria.” 

♦ * ♦ 

To be a successful liar one must 
be equipped with an unfailing mem- 
ory, if you do not believe this ask 
Red Bransford or Ed Frank. 
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We are glad to acknowledge receipt 
of the following exchanges this 
month : 

Central High School Bulletin, Mem- 
phis, Tenn. 

Little Rock High School Tiger, 
Little Rock, Ark. 

The Transit, Lexington, Ky. 

The Purple and Gold, Clarksville, 
Tenn. 

Hawkins Hammer, Gallatin, Tenn. 

Quaker Campus, Whittier, Cal. 

The Somerset Idea, Somerset, Ky. 

Garnet and Gray, Savannah, Tenn. 

Sewanee Purple, Sewanee, Tenn. 

Orange and White, Knoxville, Tenn. 

Kansas Star^ Olathe, Kan. 

Maroon and Gray, Dallas, Tex. 

The Sphinx, Centralia, 111. 

Choate News, Wellingford, Conn. 

The Forum. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

The Central High School Bulletin 
— Your cuts are excellent. 

♦ ♦ 4c 

Little Rock High School Tiger — A 
buHy g’ood paper. Your stories are 
especially gwd. 


The Transit — An interesting pa- 

4C ♦ 4= 

The Purple and Gold — Above criti- 
cism. ^ ^ ^ 

Garnet and Gray — Why not make 
your paper larger by increasing your 
literary department and by adding 
an exchange department? 

4c 4c 4c 

The Sewanee Purple — Your ath- 
letic department is fine. 

4c 4c 4c 

The Quaker Campus — Plenty room 
for improvement. 

4: 4c 4c 

The Somerset Idea — A few jokes 
would look good; otherwise your pa- 
per is well gotten up. 

4c 4c 4c 

We wish all the students who take 
exchanges to read would please re- 
turn same to exchange editor’s desk. 

* * * 

A stranger, happening to notice a 
fanner’s boy on the other side of the 
fence, addressed him thus: “Young 
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man, your corn looks kind of yel- 
low.” 

“Yes, that’s the kind we planted,” 
the boy replied. 

“Don’t look as if you would get 
more than half a crop, though.” 

“We don’t expect to; the landlord 
gets the other half.” 

This reply rather exasperated the 
stranger, and he said, with some se- 
verity : “Boy, there isn’t much differ- 
ence between you and a fool.” 

“No, only the fence,” was the 
crushing retort.” — Ex. 

* ♦ * 

Prof.: “Boys, this chattering will 
have to stop. It seems that every 
time I open my mouth some idiot be- 
gins to talk.” — Ex. 

* ♦ * 

Florence made an angel cake 

For her darling Harry’s sake. 

Harry ate it every crumb. 

Then he heard the angel’s drum 

Calling softly, “Harry, come.” — Ex. 
« * ♦ 

The Senior was born for great things. 

The Junior was born for small; 
But no one has yet found the reason 

Why the Freshman was born at all. 

— Ex. 


Definition of a Kiss. 

A kiss is a noun used as a con- 
junction, more common than proper, 
never declined, used in the plural and 
with me. — Ex. 

« * « 

I’d like to be a farmer lad. 

So I could hoe the waving corn. 
But nothing seems to make me glad. 
Like sleeping in the morning. — Ex. 

I’d like to be a farmer lad. 

If I could loaf and flirt, 

’Twould only be a cinch if old Dad 
Would only do the work. — Ex. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Life is real, life is earnest, 

And it might be made sublime. 

If we were not kept so busy 
Studying Latin all the time. 

All are dead who ever spoke it. 

All are dead who read or wrote it. 
All must die who ever learn it, 
“Blessed death, I think they 
earn it. — Ex. 




Howard and Sam Major are now 
spending their days on the farm. We 
wish both of these fellows a prosper- 
ous future. 

^ ^ 

Miller Bransford, who decided that 
he would like to be a railroad em- 
ployee instead of a scholar, is now 
employed at the L. & N. ticket office 
on Fourth Ave. He now tells his lit- 
tle brother Ben not to quit school. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

LeRoy Stephens is now making his 
home in Dallas, Texas, with his par- 
ents. ,, ^ , 

Meinhardt Jensen is with Jensen, 

Herzer & Jeck. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Robert (Bob) Burns has taken 
charge of his father’s business since 

the latter’s death. 

♦ * * 

Our old friend and teacher, Mr. 
Herbert Jones, was in town Thanks- 
giving and he tells us that he is one 
of the greatest lawyers in his own 
home town. He also states that he is 
coaching a feminine basketball team. 
He must be a ‘‘devil” in his own home 
town, as well as a great lawyer. We 
agree with him as to his ability. 


We are glad to know that our old 
tackle, Thos. Lipscomb, received his 
“V” at the annual Commodore ban- 


quet. 


4: * ♦ 


Richard Bolling is now working for 
the city on a surveying crew. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Geo. Cleaves has been transferred 
back to Nashville as auditor for Cum- 
berland Telephone Co. 

* ♦ ♦ 

We are glad to see our old friend, 
Frank (Count) Blair, playing guard 
with the Y. M. C. A. Ramblers 
* * * 

Jack Holmes has retired from his 
strenuous business as chauffeur for 
his father and is now taking life easy 
in Colorado. 

* * * 

Born : To Mr. and Mrs. Merril 
Stone, a son, on Nov. 31, 1914. We 
hope this little fellow will follow in 
his father’s footsteps and join us in 
school and be a great, all-around ath- 
lete. . * ,, 

Robert Eaves, who has been with 
Jack in Colorado, has returned home. 
Bob and Jack say that the rails are 
much harder than the gridiron. 
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